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They feasted all on English food,
And quaffed the English ale ;

Their hearts leapt up with burning

blood
At each old Norseman's tale.

2.  A mace beside each king and lord

Was seen, with blood bestained ;
From golden cups upon the board

Their kindling wine they drained.
Ne'er left their sad storm-beaten coast

Sea-kings so hot for gore ;
'Mid Selwood's oaks so dreadful host

Ne'er burnt a track before.

3.  They loaded many an English horse

With wealth of cities fair ;
They dragged from many a father's

corse

The daughter by her hair.
And English slaves, and  gems  and

gold,

Were gathered round the feast;
Till midnight in their woodland hold
That riot never ceased.
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